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In the new Ministry, Anatole Rousseau had moved from Education to
the War Office: and, in reorganizing his staff, he had found room for
Simon Lachaume.

Simon was not qualified to handle liaison with the Press and the
Senate at the Rue Saint-Dominique. His military qualifications were
those of a lieutenant in the Reserve of Infantry, who, in spite of his
defective vision, had fought honourably in the war: his political know-
ledge, except for some vague general principles, was non-existent.

But, since their meeting in the cemetery, Simon had seen a good
deal of Anatole Rousseau. The Minister had shown the young
Bachelor of Arts the studies of Maine de Biran, Pascal, and Fourier,
which he had published in reviews that had been defunct these last
forty years.

"You should collect them together in a book, sir," Simon had said.
Anatole Rousseau had smiled and looked affectionately at Simon from
under his bird-like eyelids. He was taken with Simon's huge head and
the ambition behind his deferential manner.

"Here is one young man at least," thought the Minister, "who
differs from the rest of his generation and doesn't think the world
began turning on the day of his birth. With a little encouragement
he'll go far."

Anatole Rousseau was growing old: there had been certain disaffec-
tions among his personal staff, and these had occurred at the very
moment he was given the most important office of his career. He had
found it necessary to make a last harvest of young men with a future,
who^jged everything to him, and were still young enough for their
loyalty* to have a chance of lasting out his time. Simon was part of
this harvest,

On the day he had called Simon urgently to Louis-Ie-Grand to pro-
pose that he should enter his office, Anatole Rousseau had said: "I
should be very happy to have you for one of my personal assistants.
But you must think it over carefully, my dear Lachaume. I do not
say that entering the Ministry will change the whole course of your life,
but one never knows. You have come to a turning-point. Take care
not to mistake your direction. You can only judge for yourself and, if
you refuse, I shall most certainly never hold it against you."

The question of "mistaking his direction" seemed to be very much
on the elderly Minister's mind: but, while he played the part of a man
who regretted not having made a literary career for himself, he in fact
lived only for the dramatic satisfactions of power.

Even as he spoke, he saw the signs of political temptation on his
protege's face.

Had Simon refused, Anatole Rousseau would undoubtedly have had
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